but of late I have noticed in her a positive aversion and even
contempt for him, while he did not even look at her, was abso-
lutely rude to her. I had noticed it. Polina herself had spoken
of him to me with aversion; she had dropped some extremely
significant admissions ... so he simply had her in his power.
She was in some sort of bondage to him.

CHAPTER VIII
ON the promenade, as it is called here, that is, in the chestnut
avenue, I met my Englishman.
"Oh, ohl" he began, as soon as he saw me. "I was coming
to see you, and you are on your way to me. So you have parted
from your people?"
"Tell me, first, how it is that you know all this?" I asked
in amazement. "Is it possible that everybody knows of it?"
"Oh, no, everyone doesn't; and, indeed, it's not worth their
knowing. No one is talking about it."
"Then how do you know it?"
"I know, that is, I chanced to learn it. Now, where are you
going when you leave here? I like you and that is why I was
coming to see you."
"You are a splendid man, Mr. Astley," said I (I was veiy
much interested, however, to know where he could have learnt
it), "and since I have not yet had my coffee, and most likely
you have not had a good cup, come to the cafe in the Casino.
Let us sit down and have a smoke there, and I will tell you all
about it, and . . . you tell me, too . . ."
The caf6 was a hundred steps away. They brought us some
coffee. We sat down and I lighted a cigarette. Mr. Astley did
not light one and, gazing at me, prepared to listen,
"I am not going anywhere. I am staying here/' I began.
"And I was sure you would," observed Mr. Astley approv-
ingly*
On my way to Mr. Astley I had not meant to tell him any-
thing of my love for Polina, and, in fact, I expressly intended
to say nothing to him about it. He was, besides, very reserved.
From the first I noticed that Polina had made a great impres-
sion upon him, but he never uttered her name. But, strange to
say, now no sooner Ijad he sat down and turned upon me hi$